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One 


Author's Notes: 
Doc = Doc McGhee, their manager in the eighties. 


"You two are sickening.” 
"Rich, you think this is bad, try walking in on them in the shower." 
David giggled and slid off Tico's lap to sit next to him. "That's why you knock first" 


"The door was open, it was a freaking communal shower. You guys need to keep it in your pants in public 


areas." 
"We weren't wearing pants. And the pubic areas are the best parts." 


Tico and David both laughed at the twin expressions of disgust on Jon and Richie's faces. 


"You guys are just jealous, anyway." 
‘Oh, definitely." 
| wish /got to walk everywhere bowlegged" 


David stuck his tongue out at them, grinning. He was happy - really, truly, obscenely happy. He'd heard horror 
stories of life on the road, how the close quarters and constant togetherness wore on the strongest of bonds, 


but that wasn't happening. No huge fights, only occasional petty bickering, and he wasn't getting sick of anyone. 


Especially not Tico. He was nowhere near sick of Tico. He was in love - disgusting, smushy, hearts-around-his- 
name-in-a-notebook love. Richie was absolutely right, he was sickening. Tico made parts of him feel like a 
twelve-year-old girl with a crush. All he had to do was look at David a certain way and he'd melt all over the 


floor. 
"| love you." Mm, that made him melt too. 


"Love you too." He leaned over and kissed Tico on the cheek, resting against him. Jon clasped his hands and 


"awww"ed; Richie gagged. 


David hated after-show parties. He didn't like forced socializing, didn't like most of the people, and he definitely 
didn't like that he had to keep his hands off Tico. He always went, though, because it was expected of him. 


Tico loved these parties. On the bus, David was chatty and friendly and almost irritatingly social while Tico was 
the quiet observer. At parties it was just the opposite, Tico always in the middle of a group of people, laughing 
and joking and having a Hell of a time. He was right in his element. 


"lm sick of this. Wanna get out of here?" 
"My fucking savior." David threw his arm around Richie's shoulder. "Lead the way." 


They wound their way through the crowd towards the door. David almost stopped to tell Tico he was leaving, 
but Tico was surrounded by people, in the middle of telling a joke. If he went over there, he'd have to stand 
there awkwardly and wait while Tico finished and everyone laughed. Then all those people would wonder why he 
was checking in with Tico - it wasn't that important. 


Richie led him out to the parking lot, unlocking the bus - he'd managed to convince the driver to give him the 
key - and pulling him inside. This was becoming a fairly regular thing. Richie didn’t like the parties much either, 
so they'd sneak away to the bus and drink for a while, heading back to the party around the time Jon and Tico 


were ready to leave. 


David went right to his bunk and pulled out a couple of six-packs. He didn’t sleep in the bunk any more - he 
and Tico would sleep curled up on the couch in the lounge area, or he just wouldn't sleep at all - so whenever 
they stopped he or Richie would buy some extra beer and hide it from the others so it wouldn't vanish. It was 


warm, but it didn't bother them too much. Small price to pay for knowing no one else would drink it before 
they wanted it. 


"You look exhausted, man." 


"| am exhausted" David flopped down on the couch next to Richie, handing him a can and opening his own. "I 


need to sleep in a bed that less than a million people have slept in before me. At least Tico doesn't snore." 
‘Only a month to go. Then we're fucking done" 


"Mmm. I'm gonna sleep the entire freaking time. After two weeks, maybe I'll drag my ass out of bed for some 


food" 


"You expect me to believe you plan on going without sex for at least two weeks? I've roomed next to you and 


Teek, you can't go ten minutes.” 
"Crap, good point.” David grinned, reaching for another beer. "That could present a problem." 


"If you happen on the solution, do me a favor and keep it to yourself. | don't need to hear whatever you're 


gonna come up with to keep yourself constantly satisfied" 

"Maybe a - ' 

"Don't even finish that sentence. | will drown you." 

David laughed. They drank in silence for a while; there was nothing new to talk about. They were spending 
nearly every minute of every day together, and already knew all there was to know about anything the other 


could possibly bring up. 


The alcohol fueled his exhaustion; by the time he had finished his six-pack, David was leaning heavily against 
Richie, fighting a losing battle with sleep. 


"We should - " Richie yawned, "head back in." 


David nodded against Richie's shoulder, but neither made any move to get up. Within a few minutes, they were 


sound asleep. 


"Teek, | found them!" 


David screwed his eyes shut as light tried to invade and Jon's shout echoed through his head. If he ignored 
the light and the noise, it would go away. Jon's voice was way too harsh to deal with first thing in the morning. 


The couch dipped next to him and someone gripped his shoulder lightly, shaking him. 
"Dave? Davey, wake up." Mm, Tico's low growl. That was something he could handle. 
"No. Sleepy." 

"So are the people who've been looking for you two all night. Wake up." 


David grumbled and sat up long enough to shift so he could lean against Tico, not even bothering to open his 


eyes. 


"How'd you two even get in here? Wasn't it locked?" Dammit, shut up Jon. That voice was not conducive to 


sleep. 
"I got the key from the driver. We weren't really in a party mood." 


Jon sighed. "I'm gonna go let everyone know we found you guys. You - " he grabbed Richie and dragged him off 


the couch, ignoring his protests, "are coming for proof.” 

David yawned and sat up a litle, blinking sleepily at Tico. "What time is it?" 

"Almost seven" 

"Really?" 

Tico nodded. "Jon and | left the party around three, couldn't find you, went back in, still couldnt find you. Went 
on a hunt through the arena, went back to the party to tell Doc you were missing - he's pissed, by the way - 
so he could find a phone and call your rooms to see if you'd gone back. He made us call the desk to see if they 
saw you guys come in while he went to organize a search. There's some guys from the crew out looking for 
you in the city." 

"Why didn't you check the buses?" 


"They're supposed to be locked. Buses were the first thing we ruled out. Jon only checked because | was 


driving him nuts." 
"Aww. You didn't have to worry that much. We're grown men, Teek" 


"Drunk grown men, wandering around a big city you don't know at two in the morning. Why'd you leave, 


anyway?" 
"Bored." 


"| would have left with you. | wouldn't have even shut you up in the bus, we could have gone back to the hotel 
and kept ourselves entertained." 


"Honestly, | think | was too tired last night." 

"You know, I've seen it happen and | still have a hard time believing you'd turn down sex." 

‘Mm, you make it so hard" 

Tico chuckled. "Nice choice of words, slut." David grinned and leaned up to kiss him. 

"Ow! Jon, stop fucking hitting me." 

| had to deal with a cranky Doc and panicky Tico and whiny Alec for the last three hours, you can deal with 
me hitting you for a while. Next time fucking tell someone where you're going." Richie rushed towards the back 
of the bus, Jon following him closely enough to keep smacking him. David stuck his legs out and stopped Jon 
long enough for Richie to dart into the bathroom and shut the door. Alec followed them onto the bus and 


stormed past to his burk without a word. 


Jon flopped down on the couch, kicking beer cans off the table so he could rest his feet. "And you drank all the 
fucking beer, too. You little shits." 


"You're younger than both of us, so can it with the ‘little. And there's beer in the fridge, that was special 
party-ditcher beer." 


"How often have you done this?" 


"Uh, we probably haven't stuck around for more than an hour of any party in the past month and a half. 


Usually we sneak back in before you two leave." 
"That much?" 
"Always with Richie?" 


"Yeah." David thought he saw something change in Tico's expression, but it was gone in a fraction of a second. 


He chalked it up to not being quite awake yet, and settled back against Tico with a contented sigh. 


Two 


"Where were you?" 
‘Lunch with Richie." David dropped his key on the table and slid onto the bed next to Tico. 
"You should have told me 

"You were asleep. 

"You should have left a note, then’ 


David kissed Tico lightly. "Stop being paranoid. l'm not gonna disappear and wind up dead in an alley somewhere, 


promise.’ He moved to lie on top of Tico, kissing him again. "Mm, you're naked" 
"Yes. You aren't." 

‘| don't have to be to suck you off" 

"You have to be if you want me to suck you off, though." 


"Good point." David got up and stripped quickly, drawing back the sheet and sliding back on top of Tico. Tico 
kissed him and smiled. 


‘Its way too easy to get you naked, babe." 
"I believe you promised cocksucking, not babbling." 
"Unless my mouth and my dick switched places without me noticing, you're not exactly positioned right" 


"Good point.” David dipped his head and kissed Tico, pushing his tongue past Tico's lips to taste him briefly, 
dipping his hips to rub their cocks together. Tico groaned when he pulled his lips and cock away, David chuckling 


as he turned around. 


The last of his chuckles died in his throat as Tico grabbed his cock and sucked the head into his mouth, 
lightning shooting up his spine. He leaned forward and licked at Tico's cock, each flick of his tongue resulting in a 
moan that vibrated around his cock and right to his core. He whimpered and tried to push his hips down, 
seeking more of the hot wetness of Tico's mouth, but Tico had a firm grip on his hips. 


Groaning, he took Tico's cock into his mouth, sucking hard, still trying to buck his hips. Tico gasped and arched 
up, forcing David to take more of him, moaning and gasping around the hot flesh in his mouth. The vibrations 
made David's cock surge, Tico pulling back to flick his tongue over the head and collect the drops of precome 


forming. The light, teasing licks were driving David crazy, desperate pleas for more distorted by Tico's hard 
cock in his mouth. He surged forward, relaxing his throat muscles and taking Tico all the way in. The sudden 
feeling of his cock fully immersed in that hot slickness shot through Tico, burning pleasure paralyzing him. 
David took the opportunity to thrust his hips, pushing his cock into Tico's mouth. 


Fucking yes He groaned and sucked harder, swallowing around Tico's cock as he fucked his face, Tico's hands on 
his hips no longer holding him back, just resting there. Intense pleasure coursed through him, every nerve set 
on edge, Tico's groans sending sparks racing through him. He bobbed his head, sucking harder, thrusting in and 
out of Tico's mouth faster and faster as his orgasm drew nearer. 


David wanted Tico to come, wanted to feel it, taste it. Tico's tongue was always moving, flickering around his 
shaft and head as his cock went in and out, in and out, the movement pushing David closer and closer to the 
edge. He reached out to caress Tico's balls, rolling them in his hand, squeezing gently and making Tico cry out 
around his cock. He sucked harder, harder, so hard the inside of his cheeks grazed the sides of Tico's 
throbbing erection, precome coating his tongue as he bobbed his head. Tico's grip on his hips tightened, his 
moans getting louder, more intense, the tension building, building. David let the cock slip out of his mouth and 
blew a stream of cool air across the tip, then latched his lips around the head and sucked hard, moving to hold 
Tico's hips so he couldn't thrust up. 


Tico fought his grip, hips twitching upwards, trying to get more of that hotness around him, groaning 
desperately. David bobbed his head lightly, never taking more than half in, then without warning deep-throated 
Tico once more. He cried out around David's pulsing cock, managing to break the hold on his hips as he came, 
bucking upwards violently. David pulled back slightly, letting the hot come fill his mouth, swallowing greedily. The 


feel and taste sent him over the edge, orgasm tearing through him, Tico moaning as he came. 


David rolled over and lay on his back for several minutes, catching his breath, then crawled up to rest his 
head on Tico's chest. 


"Mm," David let his hands trail along Tico's stomach, Tico's arm around his back and fingers playing lazily over 
his shoulder. "All we ever do is fuck." 


"Nah. Technically, that wasn't fucking. 

"Yet another good point" 

"Inn full of those.” 

"You're full of it, all right 

"Ooh, ouch. Okay, Mr. Chaste, what do you propose we do other than fuck?" 


"Talk. Like normal people. Conversation, and shit" 


"We do talk. We're talking right now, in fact." 

"How come we never talk about you?" 

"We talk about me." 

David shook his head. "We talk about me a lot. You talk about drums, and drumming, and bands you've played 
with, and how it's cool to be able to say you played with Miles Davis but you'll never do it again because he's 
insane. | don't know anything about you except as a musician" 

"You know l'm good in bed. And you know | love you." Tico leaned down to kiss him, but he pulled back 
"Have any brothers or sisters?" 

"Sister." 

"Older or younger?" 

"Younger." 

"What are your parents like?" 

"| don't know. Like parents." 

David sighed. "Okay, we'll start smaller. Shoe size?" 

"Eight. Ish." 

‘Favorite color?" 

"Used to be green. Right now it's blue.” 

"Why blue?" 

"Your eyes are blue." 

David made a face. "You're not gonna sidetrack me by getting mushy." 

"Worth a shot." 


"Favorite food?" 


"Guacamole." 


"Guacamole's not a food. It's a condiment. Or a dip, or something." 
‘It's edible, it's a food” 

"Fine. Tell me about your roommate." 

"You've been spending an awful lot of time with Richie." 

"What does that have to do with your roommate?" 


"Just an observation. You're always with Richie lately. Every time | ask where you were, it's ‘Lunch with Richie’ 


or ‘At the bar with Richie or ‘Out with Richie’. With Richie, with Richie, with Richie." 
"Okay, Jan" 
"Jan?" 


"Brady. You sound just like her. Marcia, Marcia, Marcia. Richie, Richie, Richie. Anyway, | don't see your point. 
Richie's my friend.” 


"So's Jon, and | never get ‘with Jon." 

"I spend plenty of time with Jon off tour. Why does it matter?" 

"Is just - you're spending a lot of time with him, that's all." 

David glanced up, frowning at Tico's expression. "Teek, Richie's straight." 

"Could be curious." 

"You're kidding, right? You have to be joking." David sat up and folded his arms, looking down at Tico. "Are you 
seriously accusing me of cheating? Not even normal cheating - you're trying to say I'm having an affair with 
our mutual friend who, since he's straight, | would have had to work awful hard to get into bed?" 

"You got all that from ‘you're spending a lot of time with Richie’? Are you asking, or confessing?" 

"Holy shit, you are serious. | can't even - what kind of person do you think | am?" 


"| didn't say anything about what kind of person you are. | didn't even say you were cheating - you did" 


"You implied it, you were thinking it" 


Pulling meaning from my words | never put there says a lot more about you than me." 


"Fuck you." David got out of bed and pulled his jeans back on, grabbing his key from the desk and heading for 
the door. 


"Where the Hell are you going?" 
"| don't know. Somewhere else. Anywhere fucking else." 
"You're not wearing a shirt or underwear. Going to see Richie?" 


"Oh, fuck you" David slammed the door behind him. He was halfway to Richie's room before he realized that 


would just make things worse. He sighed and turned around to go to Jon's room. 


Three 


"Dave, hey. What's wrong?" 

David walked into the room, flopping down on Jon's bed. "Who said anything was wrong?" 
"Your face. And that ‘grr | am going to eat you' voice. Boyfriend trouble?" 

"Tico's an asshole.” 

Jon frowned, handing David a beer and sitting next to him. "What'd he do?" 

"He thinks l'm cheating on him." 


"That's ridiculous. When the Hell - who the Hell - if you're not with him, you're with me or Richie. Have you 


even said two words to anyone not in the band for the past year?" 
"He thinks I'm sleeping with Richie." 


Jon laughed, biting his lip to stifle himself when David glared at him. "Really? That's - Richie's the straightest 


person | know." 

"That's what | told him! All he said was ‘could be curious’.” 

"That's ridiculous. Why'd he say it?" 

“Cause l'm spending so much time with Richie, | guess." 

"No, | mean - like, did he just out of the blue say ‘you're fucking Richie’ or what?" 

| came back from lunch - " 

"Lunch with Rich?" 

"Yeah, but - yeah. So we had a little, uh, us time - I'll spare you the details - and we were talking, and | said 
how we never talk about him, just about his music and shit, and then he said - for no reason - ‘you've been 
spending an awful lot of time with Richie’ and | - we - it escalated." 


“Someone's got a secret" 


"l'm not doing anything with Richiel He's straight. | mean, | wouldn't do anything if he wasn, I'm not - " 


"| didn't mean you. You were talking about him and he starts throwing shit at you to throw you off? That 


reeks of ‘you're getting too close to something | don't want to tell your" 

‘Or maybe he just thinks something's going on and the timing was a coincidence." 

"You're being awfully argumentative, Lemma" 

"Don't call me Lemma. and | just don't think you should be assuming the worst about him." 

"Have you asked Tico how the view is from the top of that pedestal you put him on?" 

"| don't put him on a pedestal, | just don't think suspicion means he's hiding something.” 

"Not always. but Richie's straight, probably the straightest human alive. He's never given any of us any reason 
to think he isn't. And you said you and Teek never talk about him, and as soon as you tried to he distracted 
you. He knows this is something big, big enough to make you forget about questioning him." 

"That's ridiculous." 

"No it's not. Don't be stupid." 

"lim not fucking stupid" 

"For some reason you insist on acting like it" 


"No, I'm just not acting like an ass who expects the worst from people." 


Jon sighed and ran his hands over his face. "I'm gonna chalk that up to you being upset about Teek and ignore 
it” 


"Sorry! 
"S ok" 

"He doesn't have any reason not to trust me." 
"| know." 

"He's just being an ass." 

"| know." 


"| didn't do anything wrong." 


"| know." 
"What time are we supposed to be at the arena?" 


"| kn - uh," Jon glanced at the clock, "ten minutes ago." 


David sighed and let his eyes wander around the room, tuning out Doc's lecture on punctuality. Jon was 
standing next to him, doing an only slightly better job of paying attention Alec was chatting up a couple girls in 
the corner; Tico was playing the arm of the couch with a couple of drumsticks. The expression on his face 
made it very clear he wasn't just randomly getting out the pre-show jitters. Richie was nowhere to be seen, 


maybe Tico killed him and hid the body. 
David jumped when someone draped himself over his back. Oh, Richie wasn't dead. Good. 

"Richie, tm trying to have a tak with these two. 

"Looked like you were succeeding, too. Congratulations.” Doc scowled and stormed off with a final command to 
stop being late all the goddamned time. Jon raised an eyebrow - that eyebrow - at David, shrugged, and 


wandered off to steal Alec's girls. 


"Are we skipping out on the party tonight, or are you still being kept on a short leash by the Cuban God of 


Possessiveness*" 
"Teek's not - " David glanced over to the couch. Tico was staring at them, focusing so hard it looked like he 
was trying to set fire to the place where Richie's arms were draped over David's shoulders. "Yeah, we can skip 


out. No problem." 


"Awesome." Richie bounded off, grinning. David looked back towards Tico, who glared at him for a minute before 


turning his attention back to his sticks and the arm rest, slamming the furniture with renewed vigor. 

David tried to fight the guilt rising in his throat by telling himself he'd be hanging out with Richie regardless, 
he definitely wasn't doing it just to spite Tico. He wasn't buying it. But he wasn't doing anything wrong. It wasn't 
his fault Tico didn't trust him. 

The guilt didn't stop rising, no matter how much sense that made. 


"What's wrong with Tico?" Richie opened his beer and took a swig. 


David hesitated. "| - who said anything's wrong with him?" 


"No one, but he wouldn't give anyone more than a grunt for conversation, and some of the looks he gave me 


tonight would have killed a mere mortal’ 

"Mere mortal? And whatre you?" 

"| am Samborus, God of Satisfying Sexy Ladies. And alliteration, apparently" 

"Whats with you and gods tonight?" 

‘Last night | drowned you two out with a documentary on that thing where you believe in more than one God 
"Polytheism. And you could just bang on the wall and tell us to shut up if we're bothering you" 


"Nah, | like enriching my brain And you guys make any documentary unintentionally hilarious. ‘Zeus, who was 


the God of oh, oh, oh FUCK, Tico!" 
David shrugged, smiling. "Okay, so what am | the God of?" 


"Changing the subject. Why is Tico mad at me?" Richie's eyes went wide. "You didn't fucking tell him I'm the one 
who kept replacing his drum sticks with pretzel sticks last week, did you?" 


"No, | - he - Teek thinks Im cheating on him. With, uh, with you" 
"You wish. I'm way out of your league" 

‘Im serious” 

"| know. Sorry. Wait, Teek thinks Im gay?" 

"Yeah, | guess. | don't know’ 

"Why the Hell would he think that?" 


"He doesn't, really. Curious, | guess. | don't know. He's an asshole. Just a stupid fucking asshole." David drained 
his beer and threw the can against the opposite wall, Richie flinching at the sound. 


"We could hang out less. | mean, if that's the problem, it's not a big deal." 


"We shouldn't fucking have to! ‘Cuban God of Possessiveness', you were right. I'm allowed to have fucking 


friends." 


"Heh, there's the problem. ‘Fucking friends'." 
"Rich - " 
"Want me to talk to him? Give him the ol' ‘| love the vag, David's tits aren't big enough for me’ speech?" 


"No, it's fine. Don't worry about it, everything's fucking fine." 


Four 


David looked thoughtfully at the still-glowing cigarette butt on the damp pavement, pulling a fresh one from 
the pack in his jacket and lighting it. He only smoked when he was really stressed or upset - this pack was 
nearly empty, his second of the day and it was only mid-afternoon. It was his eighth or ninth of the week and 
it was only Wednesday. 

Someone sat down next to him, accompanied by the click of a lighter and then a puff of smoke. David frowned 
- he'd come out here to be alone. Really alone, not "there are people around but none of them want to talk to 
me" alone. He and Tico hadn't spoken for a week, neither willing to make the first move towards reconciliation 
Richie wouldn't admit it, but he was avoiding David. 

"Whether it's right or not, you two arent gonna make up if you keep doing the same things that upset him." 

‘ dont give a shit." 


Being avoided isn't any more fun when you know the other person's (admittedly good) reasons than when you 


have no idea what's going on. 


He and Jon were getting along fine, but right now he needed to be away from "well, maybe if you _____ , Tico 


will _--__ and you'll be cool" Jon meant well, but it got old fast. 

‘I'm sorry." Tico's growl rumbled its way right back to its usual home along David's spine. 

lm really not doing anything with Richie." 

"| know." 

"Never did. Never wanted to." 

"| know." 

"So why - " 

"Because the tour's almost over. l'm going to lose you. | don't want to, but | am. And | thought that maybe it 
would be easier for me if it wasn't my fault. Starting that fight, either it turned out you really are fucking 
Richie, or you got mad about my possessiveness and dumped me. Either way, | could tell myself it wasn't my 
fault." 


"Teek, we live like ten minutes away from each other." 


"| know, but - " 


"You love me, right?" 
"Yeah." 


"And | love you. That's not gonna change just because we're not living on a bus and in hotel rooms and forced 


to spend 23 hours a day together." 
Tico smiled at David. "Yeah, you're right." He didn't look convinced. David frowned and kissed him softly. 
"Can we get to the hot makeup sex part? I've been fucking dying all week" 


It took all David's willpower to not start ripping clothes off the both of them as soon as they stepped off the 


elevator. Inside Tico's room, jackets and shoes and shirts and pants led in a direct trail straight to the bed. 
David kissed Tico hard, wrapping a hand around his cock, slicking precome down the shaft, the hard hot weight 


of the erection throbbing in his hand driving him crazy. Tico groaned and thrust his hips, fucking David's hand, 
pulling away from his lips to kiss over to his ear. 


"David, | - unh, fuck - want you - fuck, fuck me, David please - " 

| - really?" 

"Ye - oh God - yeah, yeah - " 

David stilled his hand on Tico's cock, Tico groaning and slumping against him. "I've never - uh, | haven't - " 


"Never topped?" 


David shook his head, blushing lightly. Tico smiled and kissed him. "You'll like it” he slid off David and got the 
lube out of his bag, handing it to David as he climbed back on the bed and settled on his hands and knees. 


David took a deep breath, moving to kneel behind Tico, smiling at the soft sigh as he ran his hands over Tico's 


ass. Tico glanced back over his shoulder. 
"You gonna do something or just give me a massage?" 
David blushed. "| - | don't - " 


"David, it's fine. You know what to do, you've had it done to you plenty of times. You're not gonna hurt me or 


anything.” 


"| - it's just - " 
"Dave, shut up and fuck me." 


Taking another deep breath, David slicked up his fingers, Tico moaning low in his throat and dropping his head 
to rest on his hands as David teased the tight ring of muscle. He pushed his middle finger in slowly, pausing at 
Tico's sharp gasp. 


"You ok?" 
"Yeah, yeah - unh, just - mm, been a while.” 


David pushed his finger in the rest of the way, groaning at the tight heat that closed in around the slick digit. 
He paused to let Tico adjust, then started fucking him, slowly at first but speeding up as the muscles relaxed 
around him. Tico panted and moved his hips, trying to guide David's finger. 


"Dave, angle - unh, angle down a little, just - yes! Fuck! There, oh God, that's it, that's it, fuck - " 


Tico's entire body seemed to react, clenching up and then relaxing as David rubbed that little spot, moaning. 
Tico was arching his back and whimpering, the knowledge that he was making Tico feel that good sending a rush 
through David that made his cock surge, precome leaking from the tip. 


"More, oh God, David, more, please - ' 


David pulled his finger out and slid two in. Tico grunted and pushed himself up on his knees, sliding down on the 
fingers and leaning back against David. He turned his head, kissing David hungrily, fucking himself on David's 
hand. David whimpered and thrust his tongue against Tico's, dueling with him as he rocked his hips, cock 


brushing Tico's ass every now and then, sending shivers through him. 
"Dave, | - fuck - wanna ride you, want - God, God - " 


David groaned and slid his fingers out of Tico, who turned to lay him down on his back, still kissing him. Tico 
straddled David's thighs, slowly lowering himself onto David's cock. 


Oh, fuck Heat, and tightness, and trying so so hard not to thrust up until Tico was ready but sweet Jesus he 
needed more. David could just barely see the look on Tico's face through the fog of "oh Christ that's 
incredible" that had settled over him, pleasure and desire and more pleasure swirling around his eyes and 
around his mouth, open so he could moan his arousal into the room. David had no idea what he was saying, 
only the lust-thickened wordless growl of his voice penetrating the haze. 


Tico started to move, and David instantly lost the ability to breathe. He pumped his hips as much as he could, 
unable to focus on anything but heat tightness softness thrusting panting moaning, Tico on top of him and 


around him and everywhere he could possibly be, leaning forward to kiss him brutally. He slid his hand down to 


wrap around Tico's cock, pumping him hard. 


"Teek, you - tight, so tight - oh God, good - good, fuck - gonna - Teek, need you - need - gonna - fuck, fuck, 
good - " 


Tico cried out and shifted to brace his hands on the bed, thrusting harder and faster, every breath a gasp. 
David pumped him harder, kissed him harder, thrust his hips harder, both desperate for more. 


"Gonna - close, Davey, gonna - gonna - shit! Fuck! Oh God, oh God - " 

Tico stilled and tensed, time standing still for a moment before his cock spurted over David's hand and chest, 
so hard some of it hit his chin. David arched his back and screamed, Tico's muscles tightening around him in 
this incredible vice grip of heat and pressure, squeezing the orgasm right out of him. He pumped his hips as 
he came, howling and thrashing, caught up in the most intense orgasm of his life. He slumped back against the 


bed when it was over, struggling desperately to control his breathing. 


Tico rolled over and flopped down next to him, breathing just as hard, the look of extreme contentment on his 
face filling David with a smug satisfaction 


"Told you you'd like it." 

"Mm, you were right." 

"It happens from time to time. He rolled over and kissed David lightly. "I need a shower. Wanna come?" 

"Teek, I'm not gonna be able to come again for a year." Tico grinned and slid off the bed, 

"You'll be begging for it in twenty minutes." 

David tried to think of something witty, but gave up when he heard the shower start. As the euphoria started 
to dissipate, a feeling of impending doom rose in his chest. What the fuck had Tico meant by "I don't want to, 
but | am."? Was this just some little tour fling to him, was he planning on ending it when the tour ended? That 
just gave them a little over two weeks..shit. 

Or maybe Tico just assumed David was going to dump him when they went back home. But then what was the 
"| don't want it to be my fault"? If he thought David was going to end it, he wouldn't have to worry about 


fault. Maybe he'd just meant "control", not "fault". Fuck, this was confusing. 


He jumped when a warm dampness slid over his stomach, so lost in thought he hadn't heard the shower stop 


or seen Tico approaching with a washcloth. 


"Daydreaming?" 


"No. What did you mean earlier?" 
"What did | mean about what?" 
"About how you are going to lose me. What were you talking about?" 


"| - nothing. Just had kind of a bad morning, rough week. Feeling pessimistic, | guess." He tossed the washcloth 


aside and lay down next to David, pulling the blanket up over them. "It's ok now, I'm not - its cool.” 
"You sure?" 

"Mm, yeah." He kissed David, settling against him and draping an arm across his waist. 

"We have time for a nap?" 


"Uh," Tico glanced at the clock. "Yeah. Set the alarm, though. I'd hate to see Doc castrate you for being late 


again" 

"Right" David grabbed the clock and started fiddling with it 

"Hey, we have a day off next week Wanna go to dinner?" 

"Sure" He put the clock back on the table. "That'd be rice’ 

"| don't mean, like McDonald's or whatever. The dressed up, reservations, nice place kind of going to dinner.” 
"Even nicer" 


David slid his arms around Tico, holding him close as they fell asleep. 


Five 


David frowned at his reflection and buttoned the top button of his shirt. Then he unbuttoned it, tilted his head, 
and rebuttoned it. 


"Jesus, this must be big. | don't think I've ever seen you button one of those all the way up." Jon was smirking 
at him, magazine resting in his lap. Tico had kicked David out of their room so he could get ready, and David 
had decided Jon was easier to deal with while getting dressed up than Richie. 


"Why am | so fucking nervous? Jesus, its just Tico." 


“Cause you two've never had a real date. You fuck every time you can get your hands on each other, but 


you've never actually gone out. Unbutton that, unless you're gonna wear a tie." 
David undid the button. "Good?" 
"Good. Honestly, | think this is adorable, getting all dressed up and going out like a normal couple." 


"We are a normal couple," David hissed, spinning to face Jon, prepared to lecture him on tolerance and 


acceptance and the like. 
"Chill, | didn't mean it like that. | meant its not normal for couples to travel together and work together and 
have to spend all their time together. Most people have to go on dates to get to know each other, you guys 


are doing it ‘cause you want to. It's cute." 


"Thank God, | thought | was gonna have to give you the ‘the only thing different about being gay is my dates 


have dicks' speech again" 
"Nah, | think | got it the eightieth time. You should go, you're gonna be late." 
"I look okay?" 


"Lemma, I've seen Teek drag you off when you're wearing my goddamned sweatshirt that doesn't fit you and 


jeans that look like a cat attacked ‘em. | don't think it matters." 
"But | look okay?" 


"You look fine. Wonderful. You're my handsome little guy. Shoo." 


"Teek, you didn't." 


Tico was grinning, leaning against a limo in front of the hotel. He stood up and shrugged. 
"Easy enough. Just had to talk to Doc, he took care of it." 


David just stared at the man and the limousine, wide-eyed. Tico took his arm and pulled him in, the driver 


closing the door behind him. He grinned and snuggled against Tico. 

"Mm, it wasn't that big a fight" 

‘No, but | thought this would be fun" 

‘Fun and disgustingly romantic. Good job." He kissed Tico. "This is pretty roomy. We could fuck" 
"That's all you ever think about. And no, we'll get all wrinkled” 

"After dinner then" 

Tico smiled and ruffled his hair. "We'll see. Slut" 


David had long ago melted into a gooey little puddle on the floor, worrying every time a waiter walked by that 
he'd slip in the mess and food would fly everywhere. 


Okay, so he hadn't liferally melted. But sipping wine in a nice restaurant, Tico's hand resting on top of his on the 
table, talking and laughing and just enjoying each other's company, he was sure if it was at all possible to 
physically spill into a puddle, he would any minute. 

"This is really nice, Teek" 


Tico smiled; David's legs turned to goo. "l'm glad" 


They sipped and held hands in silence for a while, David blushing and looking down when Tico looked at him for 
too long. 


"What?" 
"| - Dave, | gotta tell you something.” Uh-oh. David wasn't sure he liked that tone of voice. 
"What is it?" Tico's hand tightened on his. This wasn't good, this wasn't good, oh God. 


"Dave, I'm - shit. | love you." 


‘| love you too. What's going on?" 

"l'm married." 

Time stopped. David just stared at Tico for what felt like hours. If this were a romantic comedy, he'd splash 
the rest of his wine on Tico and storm out, but later it would turn out to be some big misunderstanding. He 


meant he was married to his work, to his music. They'd laugh about it and make up. 


But David couldn't move his hand to throw the wine. He couldn't move his other hand even though Tico's hand 


was setting it on fire. His mouth opened and closed, but he couldn't make any words come out. 


| wanted to tell you. | should have told you right off, but you - | couldn't do anything to make you not want 
me. | just couldn't do that." 


"you. =|" 
"| don't love her. | love you." 


The world came rushing back to David and he jerked his hand away from Tico's, standing up so fast he got 
lightheaded. 


"Fuck you." 
"David - " 


"Fuck youl" He spun and rushed out of the restaurant, barely hearing Tico swear and call for the check behind 
him. "Take me back to the fucking hotel. Right now!" 


The driver's eyes went wide. "What about the other - " 
"He's taking a fucking taxi. Go. Now.’ The driver shrugged and climbed in, pulling away. 


The back of the limo was too big, making David acutely aware of how alone he was. But there wasn't enough 
air, he couldn't breathe. Married. Married. Fucking married? But he was gay, and he - there was no ring. He 
couldn't be. This was a sick joke, Richie getting him back for one of the countless pranks David had played on 


him. 


David was out of the limo before it fully stopped, bolting through the lobby, pushing the button for the 
elevator a hundred or so times. When it finally came he couldn't stand still as it ascended, shifting from foot 


to foot. 


Married. Married? Married 


David was quickly learning to hate the word. 

The ding of the elevator stopping on his floor barely registered, he almost didn't get off in time. If he got 
crushed to death, Tico would sure be sorry. Married fucker. He rushed down the hall and knocked on Jon's 
door. 

No answer. He knocked louder, nothing. Louder, harder, slamming his fist against the door. Dammit, Jon wasn't 
there. He was out with Richie or Alec or he had a girl in there. This couldn't be happening, he had to be there, 
David needed him. He banged with both hands, shouting Jon's name. 

"David, what the Hell are you doing?" 

Jon was leaning out of a doorway down the hall - Richie's room. David sobbed with relief, collapsing against the 
door. Once he started crying, the tears wouldn't stop. They spilled out of his eyes, rolling down his cheeks, 
burning his skin. He hit the ground, shaking with sobs, wrapping his arms around himself. He was vaguely aware 
of Jon swearing down the hall, then he and Richie were there, crouched in front of David. 

"Lemma? What's wrong, what happened?" 


"Is Teek okay? Did something happen?" 


Yes, he was fucking okay. He was married and leading David on and having his cake and eating it too. He was 


fucking dandy. "I - he - Teek, he - | - " 


Strong arms wrapped around him and he was lifted off the floor, Jon and Richie supporting him and leading him 
down the hall. Behind them, the elevator opened and closed. 


"David! Jon, Rich, let me talk to him." 
David shook his head violently. No, he couldn't, no, no, no. "No, can't - don't - no." 


"Shh, it's okay Lemma, you don't have to." They ignored Tico and guided David into Richie's room, shutting and 
bolting the door. They lay him down on the bed, Jon settling next to him and holding him, murmuring soothingly. 


Banging on the door, and yelling, pleading from Tico on the other side. 
"Ill go talk to him before he wakes up the whole damned hotel." Richie slipped out, and the banging stopped. 
"Lemma, what happened?" 


"Married" 


"Who? Tico?" 


David nodded. "He - married. He's - fuck, that's - goddammit, that's not fair. He's fucking married! But he - | - 
holy shit.” 


"Oh, Lemma" Jon held him tighter, David clinging to him like he was five years old and barely free of the 


clutches of a terrible nightmare. 


Six 


The door opened, then closed with a soft click. David dropped his magazine to his lap but didn't look up. It 


wasn't Jon or Richie, they would have said something by now. 

Hey’ 

Fuck "How'd you get in?" 

"Jon gave me his key. We need to talk" 

"| dont have anything to say to you" 

'So listen" 

"| don't wanna hear it, Teek" 

"| don't love her: 

"You said that last night. So why'd you marry her?" 

"Its complicated’ 

"You said you wanted to talk, so talk. Why?" 

Tico sighed and sat on the desk "For a long time, | didn't want to be gay, so | dated women. And | married her 
because of that. By the time | was okay with that part of me, we'd been married so long | couldn't bring 
myself to just up and leave" 

"How long?" 

"Does it matter?" 

"How long?" 

"Eight years” 

"That's a long time to lead someone on" 

TE 


"Where's your ring?" 


"| only wear it around her." 
"Well | guess that would make it easier to pick up unsuspecting boys in bars, wouldn't it?" 
"You make it sound like | did this on purpose just to hurt you." 


"You knew what you were doing every fucking step of the way. You could have said something a year ago and 


saved a lot of grief" 

"ll leave her. If thats what you need me to do, | will” 

"Eight years is a lot to throw away for a tour fling." 

"This isn't just a tour fling, David." 

"Not to you, maybe." 

"You don't mean that" 

"Don't fucking tell me how | feel." 

"You said you loved me." 

"So maybe that's the part | didn't mean" 

"David - " 

"Please leave. | don't have anything else to say, and | don't want to hear anything else you have to say." 
"David, | - " 

"If you don't leave, | will” 

"Fine. You're upset, | get that. You have every right to be. We'll talk tomorrow." 
"No we won't" 


Tico stood up. "So, what, you're just gonna fucking hide? That's how you handle shit, isn't it? You're just gonna 
hide and fucking avoid it." 


David threw down his magazine. "I'm not the fucking villain here, Tico! I'm not the one who lied, and hid shit, and 


fucking led me on, | didn't use anyone for a fucking plaything so | could get my rocks off on tour. You did.” 


"That's not - | didn't - " 
"You wanted to talk, and | talked. | said get out, so fucking leave. And no, we're not gonna talk tomorrow. Or the 


day after, or for the rest of the goddamned tour. I'm done talking to you, done listening to you, I'm just fucking 
done with you. Now go." 


"David, please - " 


"Fine, I'll leave." He started for the door, yanking his shoulder away when Tico stopped him. 


"Don't. I'm going." David stepped out of the way as Tico passed. He didn't look up when the door opened, terrified 
if he did Tico would look back and see the tears in his eyes. The door clicked shut. 


David stood there for God knows how long, letting the tears fall. He wasn't going to cry, he wasn't going to cry, 
he wasn’t Silent tears were fine, but he was not going to break down again. A sob rose from his gut, but he 


bit his lip and choked it down. They kept coming, he kept fighting them, the pain building. 


"Fuck!" He screamed, grabbing the nearest thing he could reach - the ice bucket - and flinging it against the 


wall. The lid flew off as it connected, ice spilling all over Jon's bed. 
If you break anything, Doc'll kill you." Jon closed the door behind him and wrapped his arm around David, 
squeezing his shoulder gnetly. David slumped against him, still fighting sobs with everything he had, tears still 


sliding down his face. 


"Why'd you let him in?" David's voice was strained, he could barely push the words out around the lump in his 


throat. 
"You can't just let this go without talking to him 
"Watch me" 

ee 
"| dontt need to fucking talk to him. | need him to not be a part of my life any more. Lying piece of shit: 
"That's not gonna happen 

"| don't care" 


"Yeah you do. It's ok" 


Something in his words, or his voice, or somewhere drained all the fight out of David; Jon held him close as he 


broke down and cried. 


"Finally! Home sweet motherfucking home." David grinned at Richie's enthusiasm, barely holding back his own 
hurrah as the bus pulled into the parking lot. Home! He could sleep in his own bed, keep his own schedule, not 
have to deal with anyone he didn't want to. 


He wouldn't have to deal with Tico looking at him like that, that look that made him want to scream and cry 


and hit things and run away and curl into a little ball all at the same time. 


Jon leaned over David's back as he reached for his bag under the bus. "My brother's gonna come get us and 
bring us back to the apartment, should be here soon" 


"Cool." Jon left, and David gathered his bags, turned around, and promptly dropped everything. 
"Please don't leave without talking to me." 
"I told you | don't have anything else to say to you." 


"IIl leave her, | will. For you, for us, I'll leave her. | don't love her, Dave, | love you. Please - 
"Don't do that." 

"L can. It's fine, it's - " 

"Teek, you didn't tell me about her when you should have. You expect me to be able to live with never knowing 
if you're keeping stuff from me? And saying you'll leave her - I'm supposed to feel secure with you, knowing 
you'll just throw away that kind of commitment if someone new catches your eye?" 

‘Its not the same thing. You and me, it's not the same as me and her." 

"Does she know you're gay?" 

"No, but - " 

"Does she think you love her?" 


"Yeah, but - " 


"So how am | supposed to know it's different? You want me to trust what you say when you've been hiding 


shit this whole time? | can't do that. I'm sorry, but | can't." 


A car pulled into the parking lot. "Lemma, Tony's here. Come on" 


David grabbed his bags and walked towards the car, turning just after he passed Tico. "| - you need to know 
something. It wasn't just a tour fling. | said that ‘cause | thought it would hurt you, ‘cause | needed you to 
hurt the way | was hurting. We both know | didn't mean it. And I'd rather have you know that yes, | did love 


you. | do love you. If you know that, you'll know just how much this is hurting me." 
"David, | - | didn't - | - " 
David leaned down and kissed Tico lightly, pulling away when he reached up to deepen it. 


"Goodbye, Teek" 


Seven 


David cringed and curled up more tightly under the blanket as the room was flooded with sunlight. Jon stood 


by his window, frowning. 

"Okay, that's it. Today is official stop moping and get out of bed day." 

"No. Go away." 

Jon sighed and sat down on the edge of the bed, pulling the blanket back to reveal David's face. 
‘Lemma, have you even moved in the past two weeks?" 

"Yog" 

"When?" 

"Go away" 

"You smell like shit" 

"Fuck off" 

"Enough with the self-pity bullshit, ok? Tell me five things you've accomplished in the past two weeks." 
| wrote a song." 

"Doesn't count, it was about being lonely. More self-pity shit. Anything else?" 

"Go away." David tried to pull the blanket back over his head, giving up with a sigh when Jon held it down 


Jon stood up and pulled the blanket all the way off. "Christ, those clothes are about two days away from 


becoming part of you. Go take a shower." 
"No. Go away." 
"We can do this the easy way, or the hard way." 


"What part of ‘go away' - what the FUCK?" Jon grabbed David's legs and dragged him off the bed with a loud 
thump,. "Goddammit, what the Hell - " 


"Go. Shower." 


David stood up and headed for the bathroom, grumbling. 

He had to admit, the shower felt nice. He hadn't showered since - he stopped before he had to actually 
acknowledge how long it had been. He hadn't had any reason to. All he did was lie in bed, a notebook and pen 
within reach so he didn't have to get up except to eat and use the bathroom. He only did those when he knew 


Jon wouldn't be around to pester him. 


It was pathetic, he knew, but there's something therapeutic about just lying there and letting self-pity take 
you over. And he did get some good songs out of it. 


When the hot water ran out and he dragged himself out of the shower, Jon was standing in his room holding 


out a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. 
"Clean clothes. | know it's a new concept for you, but give ‘em a shot" 
David took the clothes, staring expectantly at Jon. "Uh, do you mind?" 


"Nothing | haven't seen before. Your sheets and blanket are in the wash, | had to wear a fucking gas mask 


when | peeled them off the bed. How can you even handle this kind of filth?" 


"| don't think about it" He finished dressing and started to flop down on the bed, but Jon grabbed him and held 


him up. 


"No. Food time." Jon dragged him out to the kitchen, pushing him into a chair and setting a plate of eggs in 
front of him, sitting down across the table. "There, isn't this nice?" 


"Sure." 
"Tico's been just as mopey as you have." 
"Good for him. When'd you see him?" 


Earlier today. Label wants us to get to work on a new album soon, had to find out when he was free. His wife 


left him’ 
"Whoop de shit" 

"Apparently he'd barely gotten in the car with her to go back home when she sprung it on him" 
"| don't care" 


"Yes you do. But whatever. You're going out Tonight.” 


"No I'm not" 
"Yeah, you are. I'm bringing a girl over | haven't seen in a long fucking time, and you haven't paid rent this 
month so it's up to me whether you get to stay here. Tonight, you don't. You can go to your parents’ house 


and explain to your mom why the bags under your eyes are big enough for her to bring grocery shopping, or 


you can go to a bar or something. | don't care, but you're not staying here." 


David sighed and sipped his beer. He wanted to be drinking something stronger, but he had to walk back to the 


apartment on his own and couldn't very well do that shitfaced. So beer it was. 

"Glass of anything you have on tap, and one of whatever he's having.’ 

No. No, no, no. Not tonight. 

"Please don't." 

Tico sat down on the stool next to him. "You're supposed to ask if you know me.” 

"Tico =" 

"She left me." 

"Jon told me." 

"You know what's ridiculous? At night, when I'm alone in the house, when it's dark and quiet, | don't miss her at 
all. | thought | would, | don’t. | miss you. You're the one | wish would come through the door, you're the one | 
wish | could talk to when it gets too quiet to take anymore. 

‘lm sorry, David. | should have told you right off, but then nothing would have happened. And by the time it 
wasn't just sex any more, | couldn't make myself do something that would make you leave me. | wasn't married 
in anything but name, | haven't been for a long time. | guess it didn't seem like much of a big deal to me. | was 
wrong, I'm sorry." 

"Teek, | - | miss you too. But - " 

"But you can't trust me. | know. But can you give me a chance to fix that?" 


"| don't know." 


"Don't just write me off for good, David. Please, | love you. I'll get down on my knees right now and beg 


forgiveness if that's what you want." 
David smiled. "I can think of a lot better things for you to do on your knees." 
"Does that mean - " 


It means - | don't know. I'm confused, Teek. | love you, | do. But | can't - you told her you loved her. So how 


am | supposed to know you mean it when you say it to me when you said it to her without meaning it?" 


‘| - you're not. | mean, | can tell you | love you, and | can tell you it's different than when | said it to her. But 


you can't know that for sure. You have to trust me, which you can't because | fucked up. So | don't know." 
"You're asking me to do something you don't know how to do?" 

Tico sighed. "It's ridiculous. | know." 

‘lm just - it's - " 


"She knew | didn't love her. When she told me she was leaving, she said she needed someone who wasn't gonna 
just pretend to love her." 


"Teek, look at me." 

David leaned forward, looking right into Tico's eyes. "I love you." 

"| love you too. David - " 

David smiled and kissed him quickly. "| - it's too crowded here. We need to talk more." 
"My place isn't off-limits anymore." 

"Cool." 

"Wow, this is nice." 

Tico shrugged. "I guess so. It's too big to be alone in" 


David wandered around the living room, looking at books and pictures scattered around. "Hey, Teek, how'd you 
know | was gonna be at the bar?" 


"I didn't. | was there ‘cause | couldn't sleep alone again | was hoping I'd find a cute curly-haired boy and get 


him drunk enough to not say ‘uh, my name's not David and kill the mood." 

"Oh. Nice, Teek Real nice." David stopped in front of the fireplace when a picture caught his eye. It was Tico 
and his wife - ex wife, soon-to-be-ex wife, whatever - on their wedding day. He picked it up, holding it 
carefully like he was afraid it would break. 

"You look like a doofus in a tux." 

"| tried to convince her not to make me wear one. T-shirt and jeans didn't fly too well, though." 


"She's pretty.” 


Tico came up behind him and pulled the picture out of his hands, setting it face-down on the mantle and sliding 


his arms around David's waist. 

"She's nothing.” 

"That's not fair" 

"No, it isnt. Ive been really unfair to her for a long time. | regret it, | really do." 

"But you didn't leave her," 

"No. That would have been even more unfair." 

"Would it?" 

"It would have hurt her far more than my lying to her did. This way she got to be happy for several years, 
and got to leave with her dignity. She's young, she'll find someone else. If I'd told her the truth, she would have 
left feeling humiliated and cheated, and have trust issues with men" 

"So you weren't just being selfish.” 


"Gee, you think so highly of me." 


David turned in Tico's arms and rested his forehead against Tico's. "No, | just didn't see another way of taking 
it. That makes sense, though." 


‘I've made mistakes, David. But | don't just go around trying to hurt people." 
"| know." David kissed him, wrapping his arms around his shoulders and holding him close. Tico tightened his hold 


on David's waist, parting his lips and letting his tongue flicker against David's bottom lip, sighing softly when 
David opened up and let him in They spent an eternity kissing, holding each other, tasting and feeling and 


relearning everything they might have forgotten over a month. 

David pulled away a little, keeping his arms around Tico and their foreheads touching. "So what do we do now?" 
"We've got a fireplace, a nice thick carpet, and all the time in the world” 

"Mhm" 

"The lube is upstairs." 

"| like the way you think" 

Tico pulled away and hurried up the stairs, David smiling after him and settling on the couch. He hadn't been 
sure it was the best idea to come here, even though he had suggested it. Tico could be lying, leading him on, 
using him, whatever. But the part of him that was scared was much smaller than the part that had turned to 


goo when Tico said "I love you" in the bar, and that was the part that felt more like it knew what it was doing. 


He smiled as Tico came back down the stairs and settled on his lip, kissing him softly. Nothing that felt this 
right could be a lie, it just couldn't. 


"| really do love you, Davia." 


"I know, Teek. | love you too." 


